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"EITHER  COWARDS  OR   UNHAPPY"

PRESENT grandeur is always hard to realise. The past
and the distant are easily perceived. Like a far-off
mountain, their glory is conspicuous, and the irides-
cent vapours of romance quickly gather round it. The
main outline of a distant peak is clear, for rival heights
are plainly surpassed, and sordid details, being invisible,
cannot detract from it or confuse. The comfortable
spectator may contemplate it in peace. It does not
exact from him quick decisions or disquieting activity.
The storms that sweep over it contribute to his ad-
miration without wetting his feet, and his high estimate
of its beauty and greatness may be enjoyed without
apprehension of an avalanche. So the historian is
like a picturesque spectator cultivating his sense of
the sublime upon a distant prospect of the Himalayas.
It is easy* for him to admire, and the appreciation of
a far-off heroic movement gives him quite a pleasant
time. At his leisure he may descant with enthusiasm
upon the forlorn courage of sacrificed patriots, and
hymn, amidst general applause, the battles of freedom
long since lost or won.

But in the thick of present life it is different. The
air is obscured by* murky doubt, and unaccustomed
shapes stand along the path, indistinguishable under
the light malign. Uncertain hope scarcely glimmers,
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